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You will remember that they would never

venture to enter the pretorlum for fear of de-

themselves, and that I was consequently

to discharge my magisterial functions in

an open-air tribunal 0n that marble pavement

your feet so often trod.

"They fear us and they despise us. Yet is
not Rome the mother and warden of all those
peoples who nestle smiling upon her venerable
bosom? With her eagles In the van, peace and
liberty have besn carried to the very confines
of the universe. Those whom we have subdued
we on as our friends, and we leave those con-
quered races, nay, we secure to them the perma-
nence of their customs and their laws. Did Syria,
aforetime rent asunder by its rabble of petty
tings, ever even begin to taste of peace and
prosperity until It submitted to the armies of
Porapey? And when Rome might have reaped
a             harvest as the price of her goodwill,

did she lay hands on the hoards that swell the
treasuries of barbaric temples? Did she despoil
the shrine of Cybele at Pesslnus, or the Morim-
cue and Cilician sanctuaries of Jupiter, or the
of the Jewish god at Jerusalem? Antioch,
Palmyra, and Apamea, secure despite their
wealth, no longer in dread of the wander-
ing Arab of the desert, have erected temples to
the            of Rome and the divine Caesar. The

Jews alone hate and withstand us. They with-